book, have been translated respectively from Ausonius
and Homer.
Cueille^ des aujourd'huy les roses de la vie
renders, it is said,
College} virgo, rosas dumflos novus,
while the Erst two lines of the Second Sonnet are
drawn from the Third Book of the Iliad.
All this may be, probably is, true. Its importance
for us, however, is not to suggest that the greatest
French poet was a plagiarist, but to indicate that he
had assimilated, and could bring to bear upon his
own work, the widest reading of any man of his
time. The Muses were not niggardly of their gifts*
They intended Ronsard to have every chance, and he
had it. He was born into the perfect age for poets,
though he himself soundly rated the degeneracy of
the times in more than one Sonnet (videt e.g.. Sonnet X
of Book I). He lived among the greatest of his time
at the centre of the world* He was a scholar, a
courtier, a friend of kings, and he was as fit for music
as a Stradivarius fiddle. We need not wonder that
he supremely succeeded*
I have been controversial enough to call him the
greatest French poet, and, because I do not wish to
involve myself in argument with those who might
reasonably counter him with Racine and Hugo, and
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